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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 

Dallas Green (under his band name, City and Colour) was the opener for Alice In Chains' recent Canadian tour. | 
had my slash goggles on when | saw photos of him and Jerry. | feel like I'm cheating on Stoney. But | haven't 
ever written a hero worship story and felt like | wanted to try it. 


The title is taken from an Instagram post from Dallas in which he announces that he's touring with Alice In 


Chains. Like | said, slash goggles. 


April 9, 2019 The Westin Grand, Vancouver, BC. 


The hotel had a trendy gastro-pub in the lobby. Alice's tour manager had arranged a get-together there to 
kick off the Canadian tour. They filled one long table, band and crew. Jerry sat back in his chair, idly listening to 
a story Mike was telling while he kept his eyes on the busboys that were clearing the dinner plates from the 


table. Another server walked around with a coffee pot, filling the clear glass cups, while yet another had a 
large tray with desserts. Across the table, another pair of eyes were doing their own watching. Dallas sat next 
to his guitar tech, James. He had a salt shaker in his hands and he was sliding it back and forth on the table in 
front of him while he kept his eyes glued to Jerry. 


Dallas Green was a Canadian singer and songwriter who performed under the band named City and Colour, even 
though it was just him. A one-man show. He was pushing forty, but he didn’t look it. Or so he thought. He had 
a young face, but with the current scruffy, greying beard, maybe he did look his age of 38. He had medium 
toned brown hair which was sort of floppy and long on top but shaved on the sides. He liked to wear beanies 
and hats to cover it up. Dallas' eyes were something of a mystery. Some days they were green, some days 
they looked hazel, and other days, they looked brown like the very color of melted caramel. Some people have 
told him they were his best feature. Those people hadn't bothered to look at his hands and arms, though. 
Dallas had tattoos up and down both of arms. Full sleeves. And he had thick, strong hands. The hands of 
lumberjacks. How they could play the guitar the way they did was also a mystery. To some. But he knew. He 
played guitar the way he did because of Jerry Cantrell 


"To City and Colour!" Baldy stood at the end of the table and raised his bottle of Stella, grinning at Dallas. 


Dallas blushed, quickly dropping his gaze when Jerry looked at him. "Thanks," he murmured and lifted his bottle 


of beer. "Thank you for having me." He looked at Jerry. "It's a dream come true.” 


The older man smiled and lifted his cup of coffee, but he said nothing. When a server set a plate of tiramisu in 
front of him, Jerry looked down at it and then groaned, rubbing his stomach. 


Dallas resumed his staring while Jerry picked up a fork. 


He ate about half of the dessert before he pushed the plate away. "I can't." He looked at Dallas. "You want to 
finish this?" 


"Oh! Oh, god, no. | cant" 


"Yeah, | gotta walk this off, | think" Jerry stood up and picked up his trucker hat, putting it on. He glanced at 
the door. 


Dallas followed his glance. "Hey," he spoke up, quickly wiping his mouth with his napkin. "Could |? Think | need to 
walk mine off, too." 


"Sure" Jerry shrugged. "Come on" He rifled through the pockets of his jacket until he found his pack of 
Nicorette and put a piece in his mouth. He offered Dallas a piece, but the younger man declined. Jerry zipped 
his jacket as they made their way through the lobby to the front door. Out on the street, Jerry shivered as 


he looked up the street one way and down the other. "You know your way around here?" 


"Yeah," Dallas replied as he stepped up beside Jerry. "If we go this way, we'll head toward Cathedral Square." 


“Sounds good" 

They walked side-by-side along the busy street. It was late, well after ten o'clock, but the cars were bumper 
to bumper and there were several other people walking up and down the sidewalk. Jerry had his head down and 
his hands pushed into his pockets. Dallas seemed much more accustomed to the brisk April temperatures. 


"Jesus," Jerry muttered. "It's freezing up here." 


Its not so bad. Better than three months ago." Dallas grinned as he looked up at Jerry. He was a good four or 


five inches shorter than the older man. 

"Hmph" 

They walked on toward the Square, stopping just at the edge. Jerry's eyes were scanning again, taking 
everything in, from the old stone cathedral at the far end to the reflection pool closer to them and the 
grassy park between. There were large frosted glass globes for street lamps that lit up the footpath through 


the square and red and pink lights twinkling in the pool. Dallas looked from the cathedral to Jerry, studying his 
profile. 


"Pretty cool, right?" 

Jerry nodded. "It's beautiful" He looked at Dallas, meeting his stare. 

Dallas opened his mouth but no sound came out and he had to avert his gaze. It settled on a small group of 
people being led by a woman in a long black overcoat, holding what looked to be an old lantern. Only, you could 
tell it was battery powered. "Oh!" He grabbed Jerry's arm and turned him around. "Come on" 

The older man gruffed in surprise but followed Dallas anyway. They stepped in at the back of the group. 
"This is one of those spooky history tours," Dallas whispered. "It'll be fun!" 

"Don't you usually have to pay for those?" 

"We'll run away if she catches us." 

The tour guide led the group to stand in front of the cathedral. She described the style as French Gothic and 
went on to tell the story of its erection in 1899. The guide claimed that the money used to pay for the 
construction was an anonymous donation to the archdiocese. Its always been suspected the donation came 


from Klondike Kate. 


"Klondike Kate?" Jerry whispered. 


Dallas nodded. 


The tour guide led the party through the Square and on to a neighborhood called Chinatown. She stopped in 


front of a vacant lot. 
"What's this?" 
"Shh. Listen" 


The guide smirked when she started to speak. "Klondike Kate was seventeen when she met Alexander Pantages, 
who became a very successful theater mogul in the 1920s and 1930s. Do you know the Pantages Theater in 
LA? Same guy. He was infatuated with her. At the time, Kathleen Rockwell might have been well, she was" The 
guide made air quotes. "a lady of ill repute. A very good one. It was said that she kept the miners happy with 
her flame dance. | don't know what that involved so don't ask She left a trail of broken hearts up and down the 
west coast, including Alexander's. Old Alexander really wanted her. He lavished her with money and jewelry. She 
saw him as her ticket out of here. So she took his money, gave it to the Catholic Church, and then high-tailed 
it out of here. The story goes that they continued their turbulent affair until she up and left him in LA and 
married some guy in Oregon This empty lot is the site of a theater that Pantages built for Kate so that she 
could get into acting and save her reputation Something only he cared about, really. It was torn down in 2008, 
| believe the Pantages theater in LA is the last one standing." 


Jerry and Dallas exchanged amused and slightly impressed looks. 


The guide looked directly at Dallas when she explained that she would now lead the group back to their starting 


point. ".and any others who joined us along the way are free to continue their evening.’ 


Dallas turned bright red while Jerry started to laugh. He looked around and had to get his bearings. "Uh .l'm 


not sure where we are. Gimme a second." 
Jerry took his phone out and brought up his Uber app. "No worries.” 
Five minutes later, they were settled in the back seat of a Grand Cherokee, heading back to the hotel. 


The older man continued to look at his phone while Dallas sat beside him, trying not to look at Jerry's phone, 


but also trying to think of something to say 

"So, uh." 

ee 

"Saw the buses outside the hotel when we got in earlier" 


"Hm. 


"Two of them. Look nice. Brand new. " 

"Good." 

| don't think we never had one that big." He cringed. 

Jerry raised an eyebrow but didn't say anything. 

At the hotel, Jerry tipped the driver and got out, pausing to wait for Dallas, who got out on the other side of 
the car and walked around the back. He met Jerry and they entered the hotel together. They were both quiet 
as they walked through the lobby to the bank of elevators. On their floor, the I9th, Dallas stopped in front of 
his door. 

"Hey, so .l had fun. Thanks." 

Jerry's lip curled "Is this the part where we kiss goodnight?" 

Dallas coughed. "Sorry, what?" 

"Just sounded like the end of a bad blind date." 

"Oh! I+ wasn't bad. | didn't mean it like that" 

Jerry chuckled. "See ya" 


"Right." 


As he watched Jerry turn and walk down the hall, Dallas leaned against the door and bumped his head on it a 
couple of times. "Real fucking smooth." 


Chapter Two 


April 12, 2019, Grey Eagle Resort and Casino, Calgary, AB 


Dallas stood next to Herb, watching Alice's set. He was swept away, lost in the music. Lost in watching Jerry 
flip his hair, strut from one side of the stage to the other. He watched the faces of the people in the front 
row and how they all seemed to be in awe of the performance in front of them. When the last note of 
Rooster was left hanging in the air while the band took their bows, waved to the crowd, threw guitar picks and 
drumsticks to them, Dallas could feel the palpable disappointment coming from the audience. Even though he 
was going to get to watch all of these Canadian shows, he shared the crowd's disappointment. But at least he 
didn't have to go home. He moved out of the way, off to the side, while Jerry, William, Mike, and Sean left the 


stage and the crew started to tear things down. 


"Great show," he said to Jerry as he quickly grabbed a white towel from a nearby stack and handed it to the 


older man. 
"Thanks." Jerry wiped his face and then draped the towel over his head as he walked down the hall 


"Uh, so | know you play poker. | was wondering if you wanted to hit the table for a little while. I'm kinda amped 
up, not ready to go to bed yet." 


"Yeah, sure. | need a shower first, though. And I'm starving. You?" 

"Yeah, | could eat." 

"Come on" 

It took forever for them to make their way up to Jerry's room. Several people stopped them, some needed to 
talk to Dallas, but most wanted a piece of Jerry's attention When they finally got to his room, Dallas stood 
inside the door, trying not to watch Jerry as the older man moved around the room, gathering clean clothes 
and his toiletries. 

I'm never gonna get these fucking pants off," Jerry commented about his leather stage pants. 


If you need a hand .." Dallas laughed nervously. 


Jerry looked at him with a tiny grin, raising an eyebrow. But he didn't take the younger man up on the offer. 
He just stepped into the bathroom and closed the door. 


"Get a fucking grip," Dallas mumbled to himself as he picked up the TV remote from the table beside the bed. 
He sat down on the end of the bed and turned the TV on When the shower started in the bathroom, he 


glanced at the closed door. 


The hotel phone started to ring. Dallas looked from it to the bathroom door again and stood up. He started for 
the phone and stopped, started again and looked at the bathroom door again. 


"Oh, fuck it" He picked up the phone. "lo?" 
"Who's this?" 

"Er, its Dal „Dallas. Who's this?" 

"Oh, hey! It's Mike. Did | call the wrong room?" 
"Who are you looking for?" 

TE 

"He's in the shower.” 

"Oh" 


Dallas was sure there was a tone there. A tone that said Mike was amused by the fact that Dallas was in 
Jerry's room while Jerry was showering. "Yeah, we're uh .." 


"Say no morel!" 

"No, it's not -" Dallas sighed. Mike had already hung up. 

There was an old episode of Criminal Minds on the TV when Dallas heard the shower turn off. He tried 
desperately to pay attention to it. Jerry emerged from the bathroom in a pair of jeans and a plain black t- 
shirt and bare feet with a towel wrapped around his head. 

"Did | heard the phone ring before?" 

"Yeah. It was Mike." 


"What'd he want?" 


"| don't know. He hung up before he said" Dallas blushed slightly. "Think he was a little freaked out that | 


answered." 


The older man grinned as he slipped his bracelets back onto his wrist. He picked up his trucker hat and his 
Ray-bans and put them both on. 


Down on the casino floor, they stopped at the bar, where Jerry asked for two Starbucks Double Shots and the 
bartender just stared at him. 


'Uh, | think you'll have fo settle for hot coffee," Dallas told him, giving the bartender a little smile and nod 
"Right. Canada" 

Dallas laughed softly. "Afraid so. Timmy Ho's! * 

"Timmy Ho needs to make a cold brew" 

"Hl let him know." Dallas picked up the food menu and handed it to Jerry. 

"What's butter chicken?" the older man asked. 


"You never had butter chicken?" Dallas picked up the paper cup of coffee that the bartender put down and 
handed it to Jerry. "Uh, can | get a Molson? Wait," he turned to Jerry again. "Do you mind if |?" 


"Oh, no. Go ahead." 

He turned back to the bartender. "A Molson and two orders of the butter chicken poutine." 

They sat down at the bar to wait and Jerry's sunglasses proved effective. Dallas spotted a group of fans on 
the other end of the bar, giving them strange looks. He could tell they were a moment away from coming 


over. He turned quickly to Jerry. 


"Butter chicken is like this creamy, spicy sauce with small pieces of battered and fried chicken in it. And it's 
not spicy like hot, but kind of ..well, you'll like it. H's not hot-hot. Its more of a zing" 


"A zing?" 

"Yeah. You'll see." Dallas glances at the group of fans again He turned his body toward Jerry and started 
talking again. He was hoping that if they looked like they were deep in conversation, the group wouldn't come to 
bother them. "My itinerary says the buses will pull out tomorrow morning around eight. It's only a three-hour 
drive to Edmonton" 

"Good. I'll barely get any sleep between now and eight, but maybe I'll get a nap on the bus." 

"We don't have to play poker if you just want to go to bed" 


Jerry grinned with his coffee halfway to his lips. "On the second date?" 


Dallas blushed and took a long drink of beer. 


The bartender came to his rescue when she put down two oblong platters of poutine and then set the check 
down in front of Jerry. 


Dallas quickly grabbed it. "I'll take care of it" 

"Get out of here." Jerry snatched it from his hand as he leaned toward Dallas to take his wallet out of his 
pocket. After he gave the bartender his credit card, Jerry picked up a fork and stared down at his poutine. 
"Here goes." 

"Careful, now," Dallas teased as he picked up his fork He waited for Jerry to try it first. "What do you think?" 
The older man nodded as he chewed and then swallowed. "It's interesting." 

"Interesting is polite for ‘| fucking hate it:" 


Jerry laughed. | don't hate it. It's just a little strange to taste butter, spices, and chicken all at the same time." 


He ate around the sauce, leaving as much of it on the platter as he could. Dallas, meanwhile, made his platter 
look like it had just come out of the dishwasher. 


Before they made their way over to the poker room, Dallas got another bottle of beer. 

There were two seats open at an otherwise full table. A couple of the other players whispered and looked at 
Jerry in awe. He ignored them, instead turning slightly toward Dallas on his right. After losing the first two 
hands, Jerry folded the next and chuckled when Dallas won. He watched the younger man polish off his second 


Molson. 


A young man with teased brown hair and eyeliner, wearing a black polo shirt with the casino's logo on it and 


carrying a drink tray stepped up. "Drinks?" 

Jerry dropped his chin to look at the boy over his sunglasses. Dallas watched Jerry. 
"Another Molson for my friend and a bottle of water for me." 

The boy grinned. "You got it." 


He returned to the table several times that night. And each time, Jerry ordered another beer for Dallas and 
tipped the boy very well. 


Dallas was getting drunk, but he didn't seem to care. Jerry was plying him with alcohol and checking out the 
male cocktail waiter. This was very good news for Dallas. He squandered away the rest of his chips and then 


watched Jerry play while he drank the last beer. 


I'm out. Guess | should call it a night." He stood up and swayed a little and then dropped himself back into his 
stool. 


"Hang on, kid Let me finish this hand and l'Il help you." 

"Your fault." 

The older man laughed. "My fault?" 

"Yep!" 

Jerry used an arm around Dallas’ shoulders to guide him to the elevators. "Not gonna be sick, are you?" 
"No!" Dallas scoffed. "But that would be your fault, too." 

"| don't see how." 

Please. The only reason you ordered beer after beer for me is because the waiter was hot" 

Jerry grinned but didn't say anything as he guided Dallas into the elevator when the doors opened. 

"So you admit it!" 

"| didn't say anything." He took his sunglasses off and hooked the arm over the collar of his shirt. 
"That's just agreeing.” 

"Okay." 

When the elevator stopped on their floor, Jerry helped Dallas down the hall. He took the key card from the 
younger man and opened the door to his room. He helped Dallas to his bed. As the younger man fell back 
against the pillows, he pulled Jerry's sunglasses from his shirt and put them on. 

"Gonna hold onto these." 

"Okay" Jerry straightened and looked around. He brought over the wastepaper bin. "If you get sick" 

"l'm not gonna get sick." 

"Just in case." 


"Hey." Dallas picked his head up and turned on his side, holding his head up on an elbow. "Wanna stay?" 


"Tempting, but not tonight, kid. Call me if you need anything, but you should probably sleep it off" 


Dallas flopped back against the pillows and muttered, "Can't believe you got me drunk and you're leaving me 


alone." 


Chapter Three 


Dallas took the steps off the bus carefully, holding tightly onto the handrail and studying each step for a 
moment. He wore Jerry's sunglasses and yesterday's t-shirt. He needed a shower. He stunk like beer and 
cigarette smoke and funk. But he wouldn't take back a single moment or dollar spent at that poker table. He 
wished that he just got onto the Alice In Chains bus and climbed into Jerry's bunk, but given how bad he 
smelled, it was probably best he didn't. Jerry had a shower. He remembered that well. He shifted his backpack 
and glanced over his shoulder, checking to see if Jerry had gotten off his bus yet. He spotted Mike and Sean 
and Herb, but no Jerry. 


The Edmonton Expo Centre was an enormous glass and steel building. There were several venues in the building. 
The show would be held in event center C, which held about 4000 people. The locker rooms were located down 
a flight of stairs, in the belly of the huge beast. Dallas headed straight down there and found the showers. His 
soundcheck was in two hours. He hoped to just take a long, hot shower, find something to eat, then try to get 

rid of his headache. 


Dallas stood still under the hot stream for several minutes, letting the water wash over him, loosening his 
muscles and easing the dull ache in his joints. He lathered some shampoo into his hair, scrubbing the smoke out 
of it. And then scrubbed his body with a bar of soap. He was feeling a little better when he stepped out of the 
shower and wrapped a towel around his waist. Dallas was lost in thought, mostly about how he now regretted 
not showering in his hotel room back in Calgary, as he shuffled over to the bench where he left his bag. He 
sat down on the bench and ran his fingers through his wet hair when he heard the door open 


He heard slow footsteps on the concrete floor. "Who's there?" 


They drew closer until Jerry stepped around the row of lockers. He leaned against them and crossed his arms, 


wearing a smirk. 

"How did you know where to find me?" 

"Followed the stink" 

Dallas grinned and looked down, remembering that he was only wearing a towel. "I don't stink anymore." 
"Good to know. Where are my sunglasses?" 


"Oh!" He turned sheepish. Jerry came for his glasses. Of course. Dallas turned and took them out of one of the 
pockets on his bag. "Here." He held them out to Jerry. 


"Thanks," the older man murmured as he slowly took them out of Dallas hand. Jerry hooked them over the 
pocket of his flannel shirt and then simply stared at Dallas. 


"Um, well .." Dallas clutched at his towel. He didn't know what to do. Should he start to get dressed? Should he 
wait for Jerry to leave? Why wasn't Jerry leaving? He stood up, still holding the towel tightly around his waist. 


“There's poutine in catering." 

"Ugh. | don't think so." 

Jerry chuckled He pushed off the lockers. "Well, that's where I'll be." 

Dallas heard the question in his statement. He smiled and nodded. "Be there in a few." 


The older man lingered for a moment, again letting his eyes drink in the sight of the younger man in his towel. 


Then he turned to go. 


It wasn't until Dallas heard the door close that he took the towel off and dropped it on the bench. He looked 
down at himself and groaned. "Oh, god. Really?" He ignored it, doing his best not to think about the look in 
Jerry's eyes when he stared at him. Dallas hoped he wasn't reading too much into it or imagining things that 


weren't there while he pulled on a pair of boxer briefs, careful to pull them up and over it. 


Alice In Chains closed 99% of their shows with Rooster. Some people might think they should change it up a 
little. Dallas was not one of those people. He looked forward to hearing it every night. He looked forward to 
watching Jerry sing it every night. And unlike the first show, there was a part of him that looked forward to 
the song because he knew it signaled the end of the show. That meant he could have some time with Jerry. He 
watched the show from the side of the stage again and clapped and cheered with the rest of the fans when 
the song ended. Dallas held his breath as he watched Jerry toss his guitar high in the air into the waiting hand 
of Herb. It was a trick the two of them had perfected, but it still made Dallas heart pound. 


Adrenaline, a rapid heartbeat, the faint scent of sweat that wafted in the air when Jerry passed him, and that 
sideways smirk he was given all made Dallas‘ head swim. He turned to watch Jerry wipe his face with a towel. 

The roar of the crowd was drowned out by the thunder of his heart beating in his ears. He knew what he had 
to do. 


The buses took them to the Westin downtown for the night before they would set out on the five-hour trek 
to Saskatoon in the morning. Dallas made sure that Jerry entered the building before him. He caught the older 
man's glance a couple of times while they waited to check in. He stepped into the back of the elevator with 
Baldy, James, Herb, Sean, and Jerry. He pulled his baseball hat down a little but kept his eyes on the back of 
Jerry's legs. The elevator stopped on the eleventh floor and they all filed out. His was room Il04 at the end of 
the hall. Jerry stopped at 103. 


Dallas passed him, giving him a brief smile, hoping the other man wouldn't hear his heart racing. "Night" 


He unlocked his door and stepped just inside, dropping his bag on the floor and leaning back against the door 
after it closed. Dallas closed his eyes and took three slow, deep breaths. Then he opened the door again. He 


poked his head out and looked down the empty hall. Dallas took a step out and held the door, letting it close 
slowly with a soft click. He tip-toed down the hall and stopped in front of I103. He could do this. He wanted to do 
this and he was pretty sure Jerry wanted him to do this. If he had been reading all the signals correctly. But 
what if he hadn't been? Then he'd just play it off. Yeah. He'd ask if Jerry wanted to go down to the bar „for 
some coffee. He squeezed his eyes closed and very lightly thumped his forehead against the door. "Just fucking 
do it," he mumbled to himself. 


Dallas gently rapped his knuckles against the door three times. It took approximately four seconds for Jerry to 
open it. 


Hey’ 
Hey’ 

Uh „whats up?" Jerry asked as he leaned forward and looked up and down the hall 
"Oh. | just „wanna get coffee?" 

"There's a coffee maker in here.” 


"Oh" The younger man took his hat off and ran his fingers through his hair. "I guess ..quess I'll just .." He 
hitched a thumb in the general direction of his room. 


"Wanna come in?" 

"Yeah," Dallas laughed in relief. "Yeah, thanks." He stepped past Jerry when the older man moved aside. 

"Good show tonight. You sounded good." 

"Thanks." He was cursing himself for clamming up. He had it in his head he was going to march down the hall, 
knock on the door, and take Jerry's breath away in a kiss. "So, um, earlier today .you didn't really need to get 
those sunglasses back, did you?" 

"Sure, | did. All the pretentious rockstar types wear their sunglasses inside." 

Dallas smiled and nodded. "Oh, okay. Well, | came to get them back again" 

‘Only assholes wear their sunglasses at night" 


"Watch it, he's a Canadian treasure." Under his breath, Dallas added, "Kinda hot, too." 


Jerry raised an eyebrow. 


"Oh, fuck it" He threw himself at Jerry, pinning the older man against the wall, taking his face in his hands and 
giving him a long, deep kiss. 


Chapter Four 


The kiss lasted only a second before Jerry's hands were on Dallas's shoulders, pushing him back. "Whoa," the 
older man murmured. 

point? Dallas turned to the door. 

"What're ya doing, kid?" 


| know! Sorry. | just thought you ..| guess | misread .." again, he trailed off. It was far too humiliating to say 


aloud. 

Jerry grinned. "| don't think you misread anything.’ 

Dallas dared to take a peek at the older man. "What? Then you..?" 

‘| was just giving you a hard time. Come on. You want to stay?" 

He glanced at the bed. "Stay. Yeah, okay." 

Jerry turned back into the room. "You want a drink, right? Coffee, you said" 
"You got a beer?" 


"Nah. None of that in here. You can have a Coke or water or coffee." 


"Oh" Dallas let Jerry lead him to the bed. He sat down at the foot of it and glanced back, behind him at the 


expansive king-size mattress. "Uh, just water. Water's good." 

Jerry's eyes followed Dallas's glance. He smirked as he turned to the miri-fridge and took out a bottle of 
water. As he handed it to Dallas, he sat down beside him. Crossing one leg over his knee, Jerry leaned over and 
unlaced his boot and took it off. He did the same with the other boot. "I should get a shower before | go to 
bed." 

"Oh. Yeah. Okay. Um, thanks, | guess." He held up the water bottle. "See you in the morning." 


"Don't you think you should get a shower, too? So you don't have to scurry into the locker rooms first thing 


tomorrow?" 


"Yeah," Dallas chuckled but he was dying of embarrassment. He felt like such an idiot. "Good idea" 


"So, stay." Jerry stood up and pulled his t-shirt over his head and dropped it on the bed before he unbuckled 
his belt. 


Dallas stared. His eyes zeroed in on Jerry's hands and watched while he held his breath, waiting for that 
button to pop, waiting for the zipper to be pulled down ever so slowly. The hands didn't move from gripping the 
waistband of the jeans. Dallas glanced up at Jerry's face. He found the older man watching him. "S-stay? Like 


take a shower? Here?" 
‘Ive got plenty of Towels." 


He brought one foot up and pulled off his boot, quickly followed by the other. Then Dallas stood up and pulled 
his shirt over his head. "Can't believe this is happening," he murmured under his breath. "Do you have any idea 
how long I've thought about this?" 


"Careful, now," Jerry teased "You'll make me feel old.” 
"Oh, no! That's not .." Dallas blushed. He supposed it did sound like that. 


And then, finally, when he wasn't paying attention, the button was opened. The zipper was pulled. He looked down 
just in time to watch Jerry's hips swivel was he pushed the tight jeans down, revealing a black pair of cotton 
short-legged boxer briefs. Dallas licked his lips and swallowed. He gasped out loud when Jerry's hand landed on 
his shoulder. The older man used him to balance as he pulled his jeans off of one leg and then the other. He 
left them in a pile on the floor. 


"Come on, bathroom's this way." And as he turned away, Jerry pushed his shorts down and walked out of 
them, leaving those on the floor as well. 


‘Oh, my god," Dallas mumbled. "This is .." He covered his mouth as he watched Jerry's bare ass. 


The older man paused at the bathroom door and smirked, catching Dallas's stare and then glancing down at his 


own rear end. "Well, ya gonna stand there, creaming your jeans, or are ya gonna join me?" 


It should have been apparent to Dallas that Jerry was playing with him the same way a cat might play with a 
mouse before it goes in for the kill. But even if he was slow on the uptake, it wouldn't have made a difference 
to him. Dallas was all in at this point, come what may. He hoped it would be him. Several times. Dallas hastily 

shed his jeans and shorts, nearly tripping in the processed. He stepped into the bathroom to find Jerry turning 
on the shower. Again, his eyes raked over the older man's body, coming to a screeching halt when they caught 


a glimpse of it. 


It was the stuff legends were made of. It was big. Long and thick and perfectly shaped. Dallas took a quick 
breath, letting out a tiny, inaudible whimper as he thought about where it would hopefully end up tonight. 
Jerry had to know what he was looking at. And Dallas expected some teasing remark any second. He was mildly 
disappointed when the older man stepped into the shower, ignoring Dallas as he stood under the spray and slid 


his hands over his long hair as it got wet. 


Dallas stepped closer and then carefully got in behind Jerry, pulling the door closed. He picked up a bar of soap 
and wordlessly began to wash the older man's shoulders and back. He was touching Jerry's naked body. He 
lathered the soap across his wet skin and followed it with his hand, rinsing it away. Dallas leaned closer and 
kissed his shoulder, which elicited a soft sigh from the older man. He got braver and swept Jerry's hair to one 
side and pressed his lips to his neck. When Jerry reached back and touched his hip, Dallas purred into his ear. 


"Ive wanted you for so long," he whispered. "I've dreamed of this." 
"Tell me more about this dream of yours." 


"When | was a ki - younger, | would dream that I'd be up front at a show and you'd see me. I'd get invited 
backstage and | would try to impress you by talking about music. I'd say you're the reason | picked up a guitar, 
which is true. You would invite me onto the bus and we'd make out before we climbed into your bunk and you 
took my virginity." Dallas wondered why these words were spilling out of him now, when he was stone sober, 
as opposed to last night, when he was drunk off his ass. Probably because he was naked in the shower with 
Jerry. So obviously, things were going to happen. 


Jerry turned to look over his shoulder with a raised eyebrow. “Took your virginity, huh?" 
Dallas gave him a sheepish grin. "A little late for that now." 
"Why didn't you wait for me? | love virgins." 


He laughed and slid his arms around Jerry's waist, kissing his neck again. "I might not be a virgin anymore, but 


I'd still like to see your bunk" 
"My hotel bed will have to suffice tonight, kid." 
Dallas sighed. "Very well" 


Jerry turned around and took his face in both hands, planting a long, slow kiss on his lips. One hand slipped 
around Dallas's back and pulled him close. They touched. There wasn't a whisper of space between their bodies 
and they touched. Dallas gasped against the older man’s lips and groaned when Jerry moved. He rocked his hips 


and made his cock slide against Dallas, who tightened his arms around Jerry. 


They stumbled out of the shower, continuing to kiss while they attempted to dry each other off. The towels 
ended up on the floor with their clothes while Jerry and Dallas fell into bed. Dallas was eager to please the 
older man and forced him onto his back while he kissed his way down his body, immediately closing his lips 


around Jerry's cock. 


"Fuck, kid. If you do this, | will pass the fuck out 


It was a two-week tour, Dallas thought. There was plenty of time for other things. He glanced up at Jerry, 
who was watching him closely. With a little wink, Dallas proceeded. He held that big, beautiful cock in one hand 
while he bobbed his head up and down, sliding his wet lips along the shaft and using his tongue to lick and tease 
the head. He worked Jerry over good, sucking his dick, taking a little more of him until he moved his hand and 
had almost the whole thing down his throat. He sucked hard as he drew back. Above him, Jerry groaned and 
cursed. A hand came to rest on the back of Dallas's head. 


"Fucking hell. So good. Feels so fucking good," Jerry moaned as he spread his legs wider apart, planting his heels 


in the bed and thrusting his hips. 


The hand on Dallas's head never pushed down, but it was there to remind Dallas not to pull back. He got the 
hint. Open his throat and let Jerry fuck it. He closed his eyes and focused on his breathing, slowly in and out 
through his nose. He could feel his saliva pouring out of his mouth and assumed it was sliding down Jerry's 
cock and pooling on his skin. The wet, sucking, slippery noises that they were making made his own dick hard. He 
rubbed it against Jerry's thigh. 


"That's it. Good boy." Jerry bent his leg a bit more, giving Dallas a better angle. "Gonna come. Swallow it for 


me. 


He swooned. Swallow Jerry's come? With pleasure. Dallas felt the hand move from his head. He wrapped his 
fingers around Jerry's dick again and stroked it hard and fast. He thrust himself against Jerry just as fast. 
When the older man spurted into his mouth, Dallas reached his peak as well. He caught all of Jerry's come on 


his tongue, closing his mouth and groaning as he came against Jerry's skin. Dallas swallowed and then let out a 


satisfied sigh as he melted into the bed. "That was ..oh, god. Fucking incredible." 


Jerry's legs straightened and he groaned as he swiped a finger across the slit of his dick, gathering the last 
few drops of come. He brought his finger to Dallas's lips. "Open" 


The younger man opened his mouth, purring as he sucked Jerry's finger clean 


Jerry turned on his side and gathered Dallas in his arms. "You're a good little cocksucker. Might have to keep 


you around." 


"Wait until you see what my ass can do." Dallas pushed his ass back against Jerry as he curled up. "Good night, 
Jerry" 


